MY   DEAR  TIME'S   WASTE

followed disguised as the forest in Macbeth. At La Guichardie farm
we would stop to talk to the tenants about their children and their
crops. In the fields or in one of the pastures the overseer Menicot, a
veteran of the wars and an excellent farmer, whose son was a great
friend of my sons, would-be superintending the work of harvesting,
hay-making or second planting, according to the season. We would
confer with him about the small affairs of the estate.

On our return we would find a typical Perigord luncheon, always
delicious and the result of careful thought, w'hich was enlivened
by the wit of my mother-in-law and the gaiety of the children.
Then Simone and I would go back to work each in our own place.
Toward five o'clock we would leave by the Oak Path or the Chest-
nut Path for a longer walk on which we would sometimes be gone
two hours, discussing the progress of the novel. I would tell her
about the new chapters. She would approve or criticize my ideas.
When it was a question of the conduct of the heroine she would
often foresee better than I could myself what that rebellious spirit
was going to demand of us. We got to the point, both of us, where,
we considered these characters real and, as in the time of Climate,
they acted independently of me and sometimes contrary to my
plans. In La Cercle de Famille, which was finished at Essendieras
during the summer of 1931,1 did not wish Denise Herpain to be-
come the mistress of Jacques Pelletot before their marriage. But
one day as we were walking along the Oak Path I had to confess the
indiscretion they had just committed:

'I did all I could to prevent it ... But he was a soldier and
wounded; he was going away again; she had great need of sa<xifice
... In short, what could you expect? There it is !*

'What will Monsieur Doumic think?* my wife asked.

The novel La Cercle de Famille was, in fact, intended for the &evue
des Deux Mondes. When it was finished I was a litde anxious about
the impression that the sins of my heroine might produce; on
Monsieur Doumic and I read the beginning of my book to his son-
in-law, my very dear friend, Louis Gillet. He encouraged me and I
took the manuscript to Monsieur Doumic. A week kter the latter
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